STRANGE  INTERLUDE

(The sound of Evans' voice and his mother's is heard
from the garden. Marsden goes over and care-
fully peers out)

Sam with his mother . . . peculiar woman . . . strong
. . . good character for a novel . . . no, she's too sombre
. . . her eyes are the saddest . . . and, at the same time, the
grimmest . . . they're corning in ... I'll drive around the
country a bit ... give them a chance for a family confer-
ence . . . discuss Nina's pregnancy,   I suppose . . . does
Sam know? ... he gives no indication . . . why do wives
hide it from their husbands? . . . ancient shame . . . guilty
of continuing life, of bringing fresh pain into the world . . .
(He goes out, rear. The outside door in the hall is
heard being opened and Evans and his mother
evidently meet Marsden as he is about to go out.
Their voices, his voice explaining, are heard,
then the outer door being opened and shut again
as Marsden departs. A moment later Evans and
his mother enter the dining-room. Sam looks
timorously  happy,  as if he could not quite
believe in his good fortune and had constantly to
reassure himself about it, yet he is riding the
crest of the wave, he radiates love and devotion
and boyish adoration. He is a charming-looking
fresh boy now. He wears a sweater and linen
knickers,   collegiate   to   the   last   degree. His
mother is a tiny woman with a frail figure, her
head and face, framed in iron-grey hair9 seem-
ing much too large for her body, so that at first
glance she gives one the impression of a wonder-
fully made, life-like doll. She is only about
forty-five9 but she looks at least sixty. Her face
with its delicate features must have once been of a
romantic, tender, clinging-vine beauty, but what
has happened to her has compressed its defence-
less curves into planes, its mouth into the thin
line around a locked door, its gentle chin has
been forced out aggressively by a long reliance on

93